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M DCC LXXXVI. 


ADDRESSED TO. 


EDWARD GIBBON, Esg. 


WuETBRER reclin'd, ſecure, *mid Alpine ſhows, 
Thou courteſt liberty and learn'd repoſe, 

Or ſteer'ſt thy courſe acroſs the fretful main, 
Eager thy Country's gale to breathe again; 
Gisox, no more thy potent pen employ, 

Thus to embitter a fond Father's joy. 

Alas, my Daughter! dear lamented name! 

Once my ſole pride, now ſource of grief and ſhame! 
Why did I liſten to that tuneful tongue, 

Attracted, GIBBON, by thy Syren Song? 

Thy thoughts magnificent, thy diction bold, 
Through my full ſoul, like Roman Tyzzx, roll'd. 
B 


eo ety 3632 — — — — — 


Thy principles, I'll own, I diſapprovw d; 
But who e' er ſcann'd the faults of thoſe he lov'd? 


Not ſo my Daughter: ſhe, poor heedleſs maid ! 
Caught by thy ſtyle, was by thy ſenſe betray d. 
Her Mother, long ago to death conſign'd, 

To piety had form'd her infant mind; 

And eaſy elegance, and poliſh'd taſte, 

Her brilliant wit and vivid fancy grac'd. 

One blemiſh een my fondneſs could deſcry, 
The ſweet deceiver, learned vanity. 

She lov'd to ſpeculate; nor thought it wrong, 
In reas'ning high, to leave the vulgar throng: 


Nor ſtrange, if, thus prepar'd, thy ſpecious page 


Should in vain doubts her ſpirit ſoft engage, 
Till faith relaxing gently ſunk away, 

And rifing vapours hid the face of day. 
Perplex'd, bewilder'd, with a ſceptic fight 
She follows, ſtep by ſtep, thy glimm'ring light. 


Thus 
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Thus ſome belated hind the wand' ring fire 


Miſleads, and plunges in th' unfathom' d mire. 


Meantime a Youth, won by my Daughter's charms, 


With ſoft attention woo'd her to his arms. 


His mien was noble, lively was his mind, 
And Fortune had her gifts to Nature join'd: 
But underneath a frank and gen'rous face, 
A ſoul he cover'd, profligate and baſe. 
Alarm'd I faw the danger of my child, 

And wrought by reaſon on her temper mild. 
Obedient, to my Villa ſoon ſhe went, 

In ſilent ſolitude to live content: 


There under gloomy ſhades ſhe oft would rove, 
While ſtudious thought ſupply'd the place of love. 


But how ſhall 1 the ſequel dare diſcloſe, 
And publiſh to the world my ſecret woes? 


CY 
Among my Servants, one, EvuctNn1o nam'd, 
Was for his elegance of manners fam'd. 
With graceful air he touch'd the lute, and ſung, 
While ſoft perſuaſion fmooth'd his flatt'ring tongue. 
His trains melodious footh'd my Daughter's ear, 
And plaintive oft beguil'd her of a tear. 
Too conſcious of his power, the wretch ſurvey'd 


With eyes of wantonneſs the blooming Maid; 


Treach'rous he tried the weaken'd citadel, 


Till in ſome fatal hour fubdued it fell. 


Her guilt and ſhame, betray'd by ſymptoms clear, 
To me a buly friend was prompt to bear. 

Appall'd I heard the news; and, prone to ire, 
In vain I ſtifted the collected fire. 

Indignant through the houſe aloud I rave, 

* What! is my Daughter ſtrumpet to a ſlave?” 
Then ruſhing enter'd, where ſhe fat reclin'd 

In her lov'd room, with fav'rite volumes lin'd. 
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Condemn me not till I am duly try'd. 


How do I merit that opprobrious name? 
I've Nature follow'd, our unerring guide: 
Her dictates who ſhall raſhly dare deride? 
See my authority; tis Grzzon ſage, 


GIBBON, the glory of th' Hiſtoric page. 


Such was your eulogy.— 
By words ſublime and beauteous, captive led. 
From him I learn'd, that to indulge my ſenſe 


* Abandon'd Proftitute!—" Stop, Sir!” the cry'd; .. 


Where,” ſhe continued, „where am I to blame? 


& this I read, 


(By Prieſts and Churchmen ſtyl'd Concupiſcence) 


Is venial, nay, is ſpotleſs innocence: 


From him I learn'd to ſcorn imperious man, 


Who dares his actions and our own to ſcan 


By diff rent rules.—G1B2oN, more juſt and kind 


To the weak texture of the female mind, 


O 


% Pities 
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® Pities Hoxonra's undeſerved pain, 
Who ſought the arms of her lov'd Chamberlain. 


Gmod with lenient eye HoxORTA ſaw, 


Becauſe obſequious to kind Nature's law, 


6 Though vengeful ſhe to marriage-rites could urge 


„ Een ATTiLa the Hun, her Country's ſcourge. 


“My arguments, I ſee, have had their weight; 
© That brow relax ig Nd counterfeit z 
«© That 


ce The ſiſter of Valentinian was educated in the palace of Ravenna; and, 
as her marriage might be productive of ſome danger to the State, ſhe was 
raiſed, by the title of Auguſta, above the hopes of the moſt preſumptuous 
fubjeA : but the fair Honoria had no ſooner attained the ſixteenth year of her 
age, than ſhe deteſted the importunate greatneſs which mult for ever exclude 
her from the comforts of honourable love: in the midſt of vain and unſatiſ- 
factory pomp, Honoria ſighed, yielded to the impulſe of nature, and threw 
herſelf into the arms of her chamberlain Eugenius. Her guilt and ſhame 
(fuch is the abſurd language of imperious man) were ſoon betrayed by the 
appearances of pregnancy.........In the purſuit of love, or rather of revenge, 


| the daughter of Placidia [| Zonoria] ſacrificed every duty, and every prejudice; 


and offered to deliver her perſon into the arms of a Barbarian, of whoſe lan- 


| guage ſhe was ignorant, whoſe figure was ſcarcely human, and whole religion 


ad manners ſhe abhorred.” — Decline and Fall, &c. Vol. iii. p. 404, 4to. edit. 


[ 11 ] 
«© That gliſt' ning eye — She pausd. Her troubled | 


ſoul, 


Contending paſſions could no more controul. 


Sighs, ſobs, and ſhrieks, come ruſhing on amain, 


While from her eyes deſcends the briny rain. | 

Her ſpeech: returning—* Father, kindeft Friend, 

© And canſt thou pity to a wretch extend; 

& A wretch like me,” ſhe cry'd, © who've brought diſ- 
grace 

« On thee and all the honours of thy race? 

© Think not, a real part I undertook, 

«© When fix'd and firm I met thy dread rebuke: 

*© That moment keen remorſe congeal'd my blood, 


« And ſelf-condemn'd, before thy face I ſtood. 


„ ll-fated day, when, emulous and vain, 


* And proud to deviate from the vulgar train, Wi 


« GinoN's ſeducing pages I perus'd, 


* 


£ 


And on his ſyſtem philoſophic mus'd. 


I reverenc'd 


| 
F 
| 
| 
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© I reverenc'd no more Religion's laws, 


*« For which th' Hiſtorian finds a human cauſe. 


* 


* 


That antidote remov'd, my ſoul drank deep 
«© The luſcious potion, drugg'd with deadly ſleep. 
Lull'd and deluded, I to Nature gave 


0 


0 


The reins, from principle vile Paſſion's ſlave. 


« Alas, my Father! I have both deſtroy'd; 


C 


Render'd thy life one diſmal, dreary void; 
Myſelf degraded; ſo that all around 


« From tattling tongues my infamy ſhall found, 
* While prudent matrons bid their daughters ſhun 
c Infectious converſe with a wretch undone.” 


She paus d. The red her trembling lips forſook, 


And every limb a death-like horror ſhook. 


Such are thy trophies: —but the time draws * 
When for theſe trophies thou ſhalt pay full dear. 
Yet why, alas? Ginzox, that heart of thine 

Was never dug from th' adamantine mine: 


"Twas 
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"Twas kind Religion's ſoil, moſt kindly given, 


Meet to receive the genuine plant of Heaven, 


True Charity; which, if thou cultivate, 


(Hark! Something whiſpers—** *Tis not yet too late.) 


Shall bloom eternal in a better ſtate. 

Tis that, forbidding vengeful thoughts to riſe, 

Makes me regard thee with forgiving eyes, 

And with thee, for thy own and others' welfare, wiſe. 
The meagre, famiſh'd wretch, wouldſt thou deprive 
Of the poor crumbs that bid his ſoul revive? 

Far hence the thought Thy mind benevolent 


Is, as my own, on acts of mercy bent. 


Why then from him who finks oppreſs'd with grief, 


Why wouldft thou ſnatch his ſpirit's ſole relief; 
Leave him to comfortleſs deſpair a prey, 
Till, fick of life, he throws the gift away? 
Let cavil ceaſe:—ſuch is the conſequence, 
When to the fight is dimm'd the evidence 

D 


On 
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On which Religion ſtands; when doubts ſucceed, 
And into air diſſolves th unſettled creed. 
Ah! how could I this torture undergo, 


This poignant anguiſh of a Daughter know, 
But that another life of endleſs bliſs, 
And promis d ſuccours through the pains of this, 


Renew my force? Though waves on waves aſſail 
My ſhatter'd bark, I will not dread the gale, 
That to the wiſh'd-for port directs my ſwelling fail. 
| Return then, Gizzox, dare to be a Man, 
| A Martyr : dare reverſe thy former plan. 
ö Awake a ſleeping world; aſſume the rod, 
| The rod of eloquence, and cauſe of Gop: 
Thy witneſs doubly ſtrong, when all ſhall know 
It | That thou'rt a Friend, who once wert thought a Foe. 
i | The hand which dealt the blow with hoſtile hate, 
| \ Shall your the balm, the pain to mitigate; 
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Shall mitigate the pain, ſhall health reſtore, 
Nay, vigour to the limb, not felt before. 


Lol future volumes Albion s land adorn, 
With wiſdom fraught for ages yet unborn. 
And, as thy tide hiſtoric rolls along, 


Purg'd and refin'd, Earth's various tribes among, 


Th' admiring Nations ſhall behold impreſt 

| Heav'n's facred image on thy lucid breaſt. 

Purſue then, GIBBON, thy well-choſen theme, 

* Till dawning Science diſſipate the dream 

Of Superſtition's night, and brighteſt rays 

Of meek Religion gild th improving days: 
Illuſtrious taſk! with radiant eloquence 

To trace the wondrous ways of Providence, 

And blazon Truth, deſpight of Sceptic Inſolence. 


7 


| 


Nor 


| + Perſons of taſte and learning, in the Britiſh Iſlands, and on the 
Continent, anxiouſly expect the completion of Mr. G1BBoxN's Hiſtory, 
not without a ſecret wiſh that it may be continued from the reign of 


Charlemagne to that of Charles the Vth. 


SS 
Nor let the jeſt oblique, the ſcornful ſneer, 
Nor of loquacious tongues th' unmanly fear, 
Arreſt thy courſe; but ftill puſh boldly on, 
(Thy ſteady eye fix d on th' immortal crown) 
And midſt the mock of fools thy Saviour dare to own, 


